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POEMS BY CHILDREN 

A LITTLE GIRL'S SONGS 

SPRING SONG 

I love daffodils. 

I love Narcissus when he bends his head. 

I can hardly keep March and spring and Sunday and daffodils 

Out of my rhyme of song. 

Do you know anything about the spring 

When it comes again? 

God knows about it while winter is lasting: 

Flowers bring him power in the spring, 

And birds bring it, and children. 

He is sometimes sad and alone 

Up there in the sky trying to keep his worlds happy. 

I bring him songs when he is in his sadness, and weary. 

I tell him how I used to wander out to study stars and the moon 

he made, 
And flowers in the dark of the wood. 
I keep reminding him about his flowers he has forgotten, 
And that snowdrops are up. 
What can I say to make him listen? 
"God," I say, 
"Don't you care! 
Nobody must be sad or sorry 
In the spring-time of flowers." 

BY LAKE CHAMPLAIN 

I was bare as a leaf 

And I felt the wind on my shoulder. 

The trees laughed 

When I picked up the sun in my fingers. 

The wind was chasing the waves, 

Tangling their white curls. 

"Willow trees," I said, "O willows, 

Look at your lake! 

Stop laughing at a little girl 

Who runs past your feet in the sand !" 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 



TO A MOUSE 

Little Mouse in gray velvet, 

Have you had a cheese-breakfast? 

There are no crumbs on your coat — 

Did you use a napkin? 

I wonder what you had to eat 

And who dresses you in gray velvet. 

WATER 

The world turns softly 

Not to spill its lakes and rivers. 

The water is held in its arms, 

And the sky is held in the water. 

What is water, 

That pours silver 

And can hold the sky? 

SUNSET 

Once upon a time at evening-light 

A little girl was sad. 

There was a color in the sky, 

A color she knew in her dreamful heart 

And wanted to keep. 

She held out her arms 

Long, long, 

And saw it flow away on the wind. 

When it was gone 

She did not love the moonlight 

Or care for the stars. 

She had seen the rose in the sky. 

Hilda Conkling {six years old) 

IN THE GARDEN 

I have come into the garden. 

It is spring-time and there are flowers everywhere — 

Even on the tails of the peacocks. 

Malcolm Ediuard Erskine 
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